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Mood Enhancer 


Author's Notes: 
Lia\'s fault. Totally Lia\'s fault. 


"Guess who invited himself out with us tonight." 
"Your new shadow?" 


Tico sighed into the phone and flopped down on the bed. "Bingo. Whined about being bored until | told him he 


could come if he wanted. Later he'll whine about being a third wheel. l'm gonna fucking strangle him." 
Nicko snickered. "He just needs to get laid" 
"Yeah, well I'm not exactly in charge of that." 


"Just leave it to me." 


"Ex-fucking-scuse me?" 


‘Oh great bleedin’ Christ, not like that you little idiot. Not like I'd have the energy to, anyway, the way you keep 
me ‘kin running around. Not that I'd want to! No, sir, Nicko's a faithful - " 


Faithful my ass." Tico grinned. 

"Oh that hurts, love. Cuts right to me core. | work my bloody ass off to keep your trust, and - " 
"Nicko." 

" - ungrateful little shit, you are, always - " 

"Nicko." 

" - my ass' this and ‘unfaithful that, and - did you say something?" 

"Not a word." 


"Right. Anyway. Yes. Just leave it to me, I'll take care of your David problem, because l'm just that sort of nice 


fellow, always helping others, y'see. Nicko's wants and needs come last, everyone else before - 


"Yeah, yeah, yeah. I'll see you tonight. Christ" Tico hung up before he had the chance to tell if Nicko stopped 
talking. 


He wouldn't bet on it. 


First, David pouted because he couldn't decide what to wear. Then because Tico was rushing him. Then the 


elevator was too crowded, traffic was pissing him off, and the bar looked kinda seedy. 


Tico wondered if stabbing him with a broken bottle might be a better solution than getting him laid. Probably 
not - but its always good to have a Plan B. 


"NickonotinpublicChrist," he hissed, swatting at the hand that had decided a rice grope was more polite than a 
handshake. 


"Uptight little bugger." Nicko grinned and nodded at the man sitting across the table from him. "Teek, David, 
this is Markus." 


Despite himself, David felt his mood improving. With every drink, Tico got less and less resistant to Nicko's 
various gropes and pinches, and Nicko's shit-eating grin when Tico started wiggling closer was nearly impossible 
not to smile at. 


And then there was Nicko's friend Markus? Yeah. He was..something else. Big and tattooed and friendly and 
mmm. His eyes kept roaming over David, so intense he might as well have been tracing the path from his 
forehead to his crotch with his hands, the way he grinned when David licked a little spilled beer of his lips 


making him actually check to make sure there was no finger pressed insistently against his lips. 

"Nick, get your hand out of my pants." 

"Nope" 

"| -= fine." 

Markus snickered and leaned closer to David. "Would you like to go back to my hotel and.compare tattoos?" 


Big hands tugged on his shirt, ripping it off his shoulders - literally ripping, but David couldn't bring himself to 
care about the fate of a piece of cloth as a mouth latched onto his neck and those big hands explored bare 
skin 


David arched and twisted, trying to guide Markus' hands without having to let go of the ass he was trying to 
memorize by touch alone. Markus ignored David's pleading, every frustrated whine making him chuckle, sending 
a burst of air against David's neck. He tilted his head back, offering Markus more, shivering as lips and tongue 
greedily devoured all that was offered. His lips found David's ear, breath ghosting over it as Markus 
murmured words in German he didn't know and words in English so distorted by lust he couldn't understand 


them. 


And then Markus growled and David's cock surged and he was being pushed back on the bed. His hands still 
clutched and squeezed at Markus’ ass, trapped under jeans and briefs, pulling Markus down on top of him. 


Markus growled again and grabbed David's arms, yanking them up and pinning them above his head, leaning 
down to kiss him hard. David shuddered and arched, practically attacking Markus' mouth with his own, rocking 
his hips up to feel the heat of Markus‘ cock through the infuriating thickness of clothing. 


Groaning, he pushed up and rolled them over, nipping at Markus’ lips and grinning down at him. Markus let go of 
his wrists, watching intently as David wiggled down his body, dipping his head to nip and suck at random spots 
of tantalizing colorful skin, getting rid of those stupid interfering clothes as he went. 


"You are very..eager.” 


David looked up and grinned, then blew a stream of air over the head of Markus’ cock, grinning wider when he 


groaned and arched his back. 
"| could stop." 
Markus growled, tangling his fingers in David's curls and tugging sharply. 


"So that's a no, then. Cool." Before Markus could respond, David ducked his head and drew his tongue along the 
vein at the back of Markus dick, moaning at the taste of sweat and flesh and God he just wanted to devour 
this man. He kissed along the shaft, tongue flickering against hot skin. Markus’ fingers were tangled tightly in 
his hair, hands tugging and trying to guide him as thick German wrapped around David's ears. 


His lips wrapped around the head, and Markus groaned, hips pushing up to force more into David's mouth. And 
David was happy to oblige him, sucking hard as he slid down farther, tongue swirling around the thick shaft as 
it filled his mouth. Markus’ fingers tightened further around blond curls, pulling so hard it was almost painful 
as David bobbed his head, groaning at the feel and the taste and the thick noises that sounded like Markus was 
trying to talk but words were catching in his throat. His own hips rocked against the air, soft whimpers 
working their way in between the groans as he slid up to suck on the head, one hand wrapping around the 


spit-slick shaft and stroking firmly. 
"Da - fuck - David, get up here," Markus panted, accent far thicker than it had been earlier. 


David almost wanted to pout, but he slid his mouth up with a hard suck and started to crawl up the bed. 
"No - other way." 


David blinked, then grinned, and shifted so his hips were near Markus' head. Markus grabbed him and shifted 
him to his liking, David almost giggling as he was maneuvered around. Any hint of a giggle died on the spot as 
Markus’ grabbed his cock and sucked it into his mouth eagerly, heat and wetness wrapping around him and oh 


holy fucking Hell that was good. Trying desperately not to just grind his hips down into the sucking heat, he 
leaned down and went back to the task at hand. 


He sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, feeling the pull of skin as he bobbed his head. Markus twisted beneath him, 
groaning around his cock, the vibrations shuddering along David's spine and making it far harder for him to 
focus. Somewhere through the haze around his head he through he heard a drawer open, things being shifted, 
a cap opening - and then a slick finger pressed against his asshole and he nearly cried with desperate lust as it 


pushed in slowly. 


Markus had thick fingers, thick and long, and David pushed back against the welcome intrusion, head tilting back 
as he gasped and mewled. Markus braced a hand on David's hip, holding him still enough to lessen the danger of 
being choked as he teased the head with lips and tongue, and curled his finger. David yelped and bucked against 
the hand holding him still, whimpering as his back arched and he tried to push back into the source of the 


searing pleasure tearing through him. 


Another finger joined the first, thrusting roughly, brushing that spot with every instroke and reducing David 
to a quivering mass of desperation His head rested on Markus’ thigh, close enough that his breath washed 
over Markus’ cock between the instances where he found enough clarity to lick and suck at the hard flesh. 


Then the heat vanished around his cock and the fingers were gone, and David's attempts to move his hips 
doubled, and Markus was saying something that David couldn't understand - although it wasn't necessarily 
German, David was so far gone Markus could've been reciting Bon Jovi lyrics and he wouldn't have a clue - and 
he was flipped onto his back, Markus hovering over him. 


His legs were pushed apart - how considerate of Markus not to make him think or move on his own - and 
Markus was shifting forward and then the blunt head of a cock was pressing against his hole and oh fuck 
Markus eased in, groaning and arching, muttering in a broken string. David wrapped his legs around Markus’ 


thick waist, back bowed and a steady stream of curses pouring from his mouth as he was filled. 


Markus didn't waste any time, gripping David's hips and settling into a brutal rhythm, leaning forward to 
roughly nip David's neck and chest. David thrust against him, trying to force him to move even faster, heels 
digging into Markus‘ back and fingers twisting the sheets until they ripped in his hands. He squealed with every 
brush of his prostate, body twisting and arching, a yelp torn from his throat as one of those big hands found 
their way from his hip to his cock. 


And Markus bit down hard on his shoulder, so hard David could feel skin breaking, and his hips ground against 
David's and he was coming, harsh German forced between his teeth and over David's skin. His hand pumped 
faster, grip tightening, and David's blood raced and his body thrashed and his mind went blank as his come 
spurted over their chests. 


It was hours before they came down, Markus pulling out of David as soon as he could loosen the grip of 


David's legs around his waist. 

"Fuck." 

Markus grinned. "Again? Now? You need to give me some time to catch my breath, Curly." 

"Mm. ‘Kay" David rolled over and snuggled against Markus, his body trying to tell him that lying in the wet 


spot wasn't comfortable but unable to get a connection Markus leaned up to grabbed a pillow and settled down, 


David almost purring against him. 


"Have a good night?" Tico asked, already pretty sure he could tell the answer from the grin firmly plastered on 
David's face. 


"Mm. It was okay." He ruffled Tico's hair and bounced off, presumably to annoy someone else, none of the 


pouting or sulking of the last few weeks evident in his manner. 


He was gonna have to find a calendar to mark - for once, Nicko had been right about something. 


